From Which Learns He: A poem by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I supped the nectar 
from the flower, a rose 
in full bloom. Let there 
be no fuller place posed 


The barb, it pricks 

It draws fresh blood. 
With my lips I lick 

my tongue I did so rub 


Across the soft petals 

set apart, one left... one right 
Rich pink velvet nettles 

that sail away the night 


And within? What is there 
but Ulysses journey 

The epic land laid bare 
From which learns he 


of gardens and delights 

of sea-nymphs that beckon 
him - have no fright! 

sail your ship right upon 


Venus’ shoal, a pons 
that spans gulfed ground 
An island held tightly on 
the figure of one’s hand. 


Such wistful bliss 

and music - the song flows 
From a mouth far amiss 

a face he well does know 


The waves they came, they crashed 
And suddenly they were gone 


Her passions unabashed 
The nectar flowed anon. 


